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tones Labour slofli 

As trutt we are as flelh and bloud can be, 

The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will fliew his face c 
Youngbloud doth not obey an old decree, 

We cannot erolTe the caufe why we are borne j 
Therefore of all hands rouft wc be forfworne. 

King. What, did thefc rent lines fliew fojne loueof thine? 
Serf Did they quoth you? Who fees the heauenly Rofalm, 
That(likc arudeand Fauagemanof Inde.) 

At the firft opening ofthe Gorgeous Eaft, 

Bowes not his valTall head, and. ftrooken bfindc. 

KilTcs the bafe ground with obedient breaft ? 

What peremptory Eaglc-fighted eye 
Dares looke vponthe heauen of herbrowj 
That is not blinded by her Maieftie ? 

Kin. What zeale,what furic, hath infpir’dthee now? 

My Loue (her Millreffe) isa gracious Moone, 

Shec (an attending Starre) fcarce fecnc a light, 

Ber . My eyes arc then no eyes, nor 1 Berownc f 
O, but for my Loue day would turne to night. 

Of all complexions the cul’d foucraignccy. 

Doe meet as at a Faire in her faire chcekc, 

W here feuer all Worthies make one dignity. 

Where nothing wants,that want it felfe doth feeke, 
tend me the florifliof all gentle tongues. 

Fie painted Khctoricke, O Ihe needs it not. 

To things of Sale a fellers praife belongs : 

She palTes praife, then praife too fhort doth blof, 

A withercdHermite^fiuefcore winters worne. 

Might lhakc of fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnifts Age, as if new borne. 

And giues the Crutch theCradlesinfancie. 

O’tis the Sunne, that nukech all things (hine. 

King. By heauen, thy Loue is blacke as Ebonite,. 

Berove, IsEbonielikeher O word diuine ? 

A wife of fuch wood were felicitie, 

O who can giue as oath ? Where isa Booke? 

That I may lweare beauty doth beauty lacke. 

If that ffee Icarne not of her eye to looke s X ’ 

Stofiw* is&irethat is act fulifo blacke,. 
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tom Labours loft. 

Kin. OParadoxe, Blacke is the badge of hell. 

The hue of dungeons, and the Sehoole of night : 

And beauties creif becomes the heauen s well- 

Ber. Deuils fooneft tempt refemblmgfpmts ©flight. 

O if in blacke my Ladicsbrowesbc deckt, 

It tnournes, that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauifh doters with a falfe afpedt : 

And therefore is flie bomc to make b tack, faire, 

Her fauour turnes the falhion of the dayes, 

Fomatiue bloud is counted painting now. 

And therefore red, that would auoyd difprailc, 

Paints it felfe blacke, to imitate her brow. 

q) Hm . To looke like her are Crnmny. fweepersblacke. 
Lon. And fince her time, are Colliers counted brigh t. 
Kino. And zsEtbiofs of their fweec complexion cracke. 
Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, for dark is light. 

Ber. Your Miftreffcs dare neucr come in raine, 

Forfearc her colours fhould be walht away. 

Kin, ’Twere good yours did: for fir to tell you plainc, 
lie finde a fairer face not walht to day. 

Ber. lie proue her faire, or talkc till doomes-day here. 
Kin. No Diuell will fright thee then fo much as ftiee. 
Duma. Ineuerkncw man hold vile ftuffe fo deere. 

Lon. Looke heer’s thy Loue,roy foot and her face iee« 

Ber. O if the ftreetes were paued with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuchncad. 

Duma. O vile, then as (he goes what vpward lies ? 

The ftreet (hould fee as Ihe walk’d ouer head. 

Kin. But what of this ate we not all in loue? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworne. 

Ki». Thcnleauc this chat, and good Berowne now proue 
Our louing, lawful!, and our faith not tome. 

c Dum. I marry there, fome flattery for thiseuill. 

Long. O fome authority bow to proceed, . 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the Diuell. 

Dum. Some falue for periurie. 

Ber. o ’tis more then neede. 

Hauc at you then affeft ions men atarmes, 

Cgnfidcr what you firft did fweare vnto .* 




